The Last Word
Once again, the Reagan Administration has embarrassed itself and undermined what little credibility it has left.
In a clandestine move that was "supposedly" designed to garner the release of
the remaining American hostages in
Lebanon, the Administration made what
seems to be a concession to the Iranian
government, a long-time foe of the
United States and hotbed of terrorist
activity.
This concession, which consisted of
the United States supporting arms shipments to Iran, was struck so that the
Iranian government would put pressure on the Islamic Jihad to release the
hostages, this being because Iran is now
seen as having the most influence with
the Jihad. However, this whole arrangement by the U.S., which has been kept
secret for 14 months, is both hypocritical
to present Administration policy and in
direct contrast to United State law.
From the Carter Administration on up, the policy has been for the
U.S. government not to sell arms to

Iran, and it compels othets to follow
these rules. But it is known that at the
same time the Justice Department indieted others on selling U.S. arms to
Iran, the Reagan Administra'tion was
setting up their deal. Why can Reagan
condemn others for selling arms and
then turn around and do it himself?
Secondly, it has been Reagan's policy
not to bargain for the release of the
hostages. However, in effect, this is
what the President has done.
Two major implications arise from
this whole affair. First, by selling arms
to Iran, Reagan has only escalated the
war between Iran And Iraq. Furthermore, other nations see us as hypocritical because we were selling arms to
Iraq before we made the deal with Iran.
So, in essence, the U.S. was supporting
both sides of a war. This was something
we attacked France for in 1980, and
now we turn around and do it ourselves.
Where is the justification for this?
Secondly, and probably most important, this whole shroud of secrecy has
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dealt another blow to U.S. credibility. If
the Reagan Administration states policy in one direction, then acts in the
opposite, what are we, as citizens of
the U.S., and the world, supposed to
believe?
This whole fiasco has undoubtedly
delayed the release of the American
hostages in Lebanon. I understand the
frustration the Administration and Americans feel at not being able to obtain
their freedom. I believe, however, that
we should proceed through channels a
little less mysterious and which won't
backfire and lessen our credibility in the
eyes of the world, as well as our own
population.
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The International Side of
Geneseo
by Mary Thill
At first glance, SUNY Geneseo appears to have a homogeneous and literally all-American student body. But if
you listen closely, many exotic accents
can be detected among the voices on
campus.
There are students from all corners
of the world in Geneseo, from England
to Sub-Saharan Africa. But, unlike
their counterparts in some larger American universities, they have remained
somewhat anonymous because they
make up such a small percentage of the
student population. Though they are
few in number, they come from diverse
cultural backgrounds. 1986-'87 is International Year at Geneseo. Many of the
international students are anxious to
increase the cultural, social and political
awareness about their countries among
the college community. Five of these

students shared their insights on their
native way of life and made some revealing observations about American culture
and the nature of its people.
Waithera Kinuthia, a business major
and President of Geneseo's International Relations Organization (GIRO),
comes from Nakuru, Kenya in east
Africa to attend college in Geneseo.
She describes her hometown as being
industrialized with many suburbs, the
third largest city in Kenya.
"I chose to go abroad for school
mostly because the University of Nairobi
is really the only college in Kenya and
there is too much competition and
politics involved in going there," she
said. Her friend's father, a minister,
knew the pastor of the Presbyterian
Church in Geneseo, which is why she
specifir3lly chose to come to Geneseo.

Her family saved the money to send
her abroad for college, but ran into
some trouble two years ago when
drought afflicted much of Africa. Her
father, a farmer, was so affected by the
drought that he could not spare any
money to keep her in school. Kinuthia
appealed to the local community for
help and received enough aid to remain
here and continue her studies.
Dependence on conditions in Kenya
is only one of the factors that influences
her life as a foreign student in America.
"Life is faster here. I guess it's the
American concept of time," she said.
"People are so conscious of time, which
is something I personally am too, but in
my country, people don't let time control
them. They try to control time ... Dances
and weddings can go on for days and
days in Kenya. There is no telling when
they will stop." She added, however,
that some weddings had been westernized because of the lingering influence
of British colonization.

Parking
a

by Tracey McCann
NO STUDENT PARKING--8 A.M.
TO 4 P.M., MONDAY THROUGH
FRIDAY. Chances are, if you are an
off-campus or commuting student, you
see these words on a sign in front of
many parking lots on campus.
But there are student parking lots on
campus. Where are they? In very
inconvenient areas, far from the academic buildings. Those parking lots
designated for students are E and R for
Letchworth and Mary Jemison quads,
and J and U for Red Jacket quad. They
are much closer to the dorms than to
campus.
Inconvenience may not seem like a
valid reason to be annoyed at the
student parking situation. But it is
aggravating to think that the majority of
the population on Geneseo's campus,
the students, come second to faculty
and staff. Why are we not considered
equal? Are students less important
than faculty and staff?
Obviously, some students take the
cont.'d on Pg. 7
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Soon they will be all together again , all
the people who travel between their own
lives and each other's .
By Thursday , feast day , family day ,
Thanksgiving Day , Americans who value
individualism like no other people will
collect around a milliion tables in a ritual
of belonging .
They will assemble their families the
way they assemble dinner: each one
bearing a personality as different as
cranberry sauce and pumpkin pie . For
one dinner they will cook for each other,
feed each other and argue with each
other.
They will nod at their common
heritage, the craziness and caring of other
generations . They will measure their
common legacy ... the children .
All these complex cells , these men and
women, old and young , with different
dreams and disappointments will give
homage again to the group they are a
part of and apart from: their family .
There has always been some pavement between a person and a family.
From the first moment we recognize that
we are separate we begin to wrestle with
aloneness and togetherness .
Here and now these conflicts are
especially acute . We are, after all, raised
in families .. .to be individuals. This double message follows us through folio
We are taught about the freedom of
the "!" and the safety of the "we." The
loneliness of the "!" and the intrusiveness
of the "we." The selfishness of the"!" and
the burdens of the "we."
The world rewards "the supreme importance" of the individual, the ego. We
think alone, inside our heads . We write
music and literature with an enlarged
sence of self. We are graded and paid ,
hired and fired , on our own merit.
The family , on the other hand, at its
best, works differently. We don't have to
achieve to be accepted by our famillies.
We just have to be . Our membership is
not based on credentials but birth.
As Malraux put it, "A friend loves you
for your intelligence, a mistress for your
charm, but your families love is
unreasoning: You were born into it and
of its flesh and blood."
The family is formed not for survival
of the fittest but for the weakest. It is not
an economic unit but an emotional one.
This is not the place where people

ruthlessly compete with each other but
where they work for each other. Its
business is taking care , and when it
works , it is not callous but kind .

While the world may glorify the self,
the family asks us to submerge it.

INTERNATIONAL cont'd.
·
from Pg. 2
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Kinuthia was also struck bv some
difficulties in communicating with Americans. "Once in a while I am unable to •
express myself because they use so
much slang," she said. All students in
Kenya study English, although Swahili
is their national language . Kinuthia also
speaks the language of her tribe, the
Kikuyu. "There are 30 tribal languages
in Kenya on top of English and Swahili,"
she said.
On the difference in schooling in
Kenya and America she comments:
"We studied the West extensively in
school... I think we are more aware of
the Western World than they are of us.
We are better informed than our
American student counterparts. In the
humanities course here they do not
teach the third world at all . They
overlook our culture and background
as if it had no influence on the Western
societv."
Maria Andersson, an art major from
Sweden, also found American international education to be deficient ,
though she comes from a more developed Western country. "There is a lack
of political, social and cultural understanding of other countries in America,"
she said. "The people I encounter are
very interested, but there is a lack of
education."
Andersson has a dual American-Swedish citizenship, but her home is in
Sweden. She came to Geneseo to

............

INTERNATIONAL cont'd.
from Pg. 3
school because she applied "for fun"
while on an exchange program with a
high school in Oklahoma. She also has
some friends in New York City; she
enjoys living near them.
Her home town, Lomma, is located
on the southern tip of Sweden, across
from Copenhagen, Denmark. It falls
between an industrial city and a prestigious college town, so life there is
influenced by both elements. "It is a
quiet community of middle-to-upper
middle-class people," she said. "That
is, there are no apartment complexes
where the lower classes live. There are
no poor and homeless in Sweden because our government helps provide
for the lowest classes."
Andersson was born and lived the
first few years of her life in the United
States. Her family then moved to Mexico
for two years, and has been in Sweden
ever since. She has traveled to almost
all of the countries in Western Europe,
back-packing her way for the last few
summers. During her travels she became exposed to many different cultures
and met lots of different people. She
drew upon her travel experiences
to make some observations about
American people and their culture.
"They are very nice, but they are so
busy getting ahead, competing," she
said. "They get so wrapped up in
themselves that they don't have time to
realize things around them. At home,
people will sit all day in their yard and
talk to their neighbors, or they'll go
spend their time in the woods close to
nature ... I don't see much of that here.
People are so very busy. I think its a
pitSyh." 1
d
b
t'
e a so rna e some o serva tons
about American attitudes, finding most

of them "close-minded and conservative." She said, "not necessarily in the
college environment, but overall. They
have difficulty accepting different people
and cultures. They react to everything
that's new. I have a feeling that they feel
threatened. . . It might have something
to do with how they all try to look, act
and think the same. In Europe, people
strive to be different."
On the contrary, Jennifer Prescod of
Guyana and Claudius May-Parker of
Sierra Leone discovered that people in

"This is not the place where people
ruthlessly compete with each other
but where they work for each other:'

- ..
America emphasized individualsm more
than they felt a need to belong to a
group. Both of these students have
been residents of the United States for
about three years, but still have strong
memories and cultural ties with their
homelands.
"For a while, their (Americans') individualism struck me as selfishness,"
Prescod said. "But I'm beginning to see
the advantages to being an individual.
You can come up with your own views
and think of anything you want to be.
Your society doesn't set any guidelines
or limits on you or the career you
choose like it might in Guyana."
Guyana is primarily an English-speaking
country in northeastern South America.
"
.
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the Atlantic in West Africa), there was
more of a comfortable, relaxed, familytype atmosphere about my town," said
May-Parker, a 3-2 engineering major.
"Everybody knew you and looked out
for you. They cared about your wellbeing, but the drawback was that they
also told your mother everything you
did ... Living in New York City, nobody
cares what you do because they don't
know you. Someone could be getting
mugged, and people will just go their
own way. I realize Geneseo is a lot
friendlier and smaller than that, but
there is still a sense that no one is
looking out for you but yourself."
"There is a lot more respect for
elders there (Sierra Leone) too," he
said. "But here I can say 'Hey Bob, how
are you?' to one of my professors, and
go out to a bar and have a beer with
him. It's relaxed, rather than formal."
Prescod added that the same was true
in her experience, and that she liked not
being intimidated by her professors.
Jasmine Tang, who is originally from
Taiwan, does not appreciate the fact
that students do not pay much respect
to their professors. "In Taiwan, the
professor is like Confucious," she said.
"The students sit up straight and pay
close attention to everything he
They are teachers most of all, where in
America, professors do more research
than teaching. Here, they are more
professionals. They are always trying
to please the administration or the
students. In Taiwan, no one interferes
with the teacher."
Tang left Taiwan fifteen years ago for
Libya with her mother and father. They
lived there for a few years beore moving
to England where Tang studied nursing
and then worked in a hospital. She met
her husband, Dr. ChiMing Tang of the
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the world may abandon us, the family
promises to protect us.
So we commute daily, weekly, yearly
between one world and another. Between
a life as a family member that can be
nurturing or smothering. Between life
as an individual that can free us or
flatten us. We vacillate between two
separate sets of demands and possibilities.
The people who will gather around a
table Thursday live in both of these
worlds, a part of and apart from each
other. On this day at least, they will
bring to each other something both
special and something to be shared:
these separate selves.
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Skate Punks
by Sarah F. Storer
"FIGHT WAR NOT WARS," "ALL
COPS ARE FASCISTS!" Peace signs
and swastikas_ The words cover the
war memorials in the village park
adjacent to the Geneseo campus. In
the same park, the windows of a log
cabin are regularly broken by hurled
beer bottles.
The words raise the curiosity of college
students and the ire of the town, whereas
the broken windows have become so
common an occurrence that they are
discovered and repaired without a stir_
The graffiti on the memorial is reminiscent of the slogans used by the
college students of the 60's. Geneseo's
current students are not accustomed to
such blatantly opinionated and politically
motivated vandalism. Public safety
merely has to contend with an occasional
or other drunken
flower bed torn
antics.
Slam dancing in clubs, coming home
bruised and sore. "Nazi skate punks"
hanging out in front of Taco Junction,
scaring customers away and making
trouble. Teenagers with weird hairdos
and loud music, with nothing better to
do, but look radical and act the part.
Picture these same kids drawing peace
signs, and dreaming of a better world
where all humanity was united as one
indivisible race.
"I'm thinking of shaving my head. To
show a point. Not really for attention.
It's just trying to show people where
you're at. Like in the 60's they grew
long hair." Todd, with his hair cut close
to the sides of his head and longer on
top, skates with his friends and plays in
a hard core punk band, Prisoners In
Society. The armband on his jean
jacket has the letters P.I.S. and a peace
emblem, in red, perhaps bearing testimony to the idea behind the band. A
lot of their music, Todd says, is yelling
and releasing frustration and energy.
Some of the lyrics, though, are meant to
be heard, like one of their more mellow
songs "Under the Clouds of Threatening
War," taken from a quote of Dwight D.
Eisenhower. The music they make, like
the music they listen to, says something,
be it politically or socially motivated.
"The music today doesn't say anything, so kids become musicians to
speak out.

,.

$

.'
Maybe today we'd all be musicians."
The resident flower-children-turnedadults, the guys at Sundance Books,
feel the skate punks are, in a way, a lot
different than the flower children of the
60's. They are definitely "cautious" and
"aware," like the students of the 60's
especially as compared to the clean-cut
conservative, right wing college students.
However, their method of exhibiting
their beliefs and frustrations is a great
deal different than that of 20 years ago,
evident in their music and their appearance.
Their energy level, coupled with the
minds of these kids, demands a more
high-strung, fast-paced outlet. The
eighties decade is one filled with MTV
and video games. Kids today are bombarded
with high tech and a fear of a nuc:lear
war. In the 60's, man hadn't even
reached the moon yet. We were earthbound and so was our music . Crosby,
Stills, Nash and Young, Peter, Paul and
Mary, Janis Joplin, The Byrds, and
other bands were singing the sentiments
of the 60's and the people were sitting
back and really listening. The bands

spoke out about Vietnam and world
peace and voiced the opinions of
millions. The people needed a spokesman and it came, in the form of music.
Kids today need a spokesman too, but
there seems to be something lacking in
Top 40. "Yeah, I just pulled out one of
my dad's Crosby, Stills, Nash and Young
albums." Todd walks over to the
turntable and picks up the album. This
"Butthole Surfer," as one Geneseo college student affectionately calls his entire
group, listens to and appreciates all
kinds of music: jazz, classical, 60's
music. Yet, "Top 40 I can't handle,"
says Todd. Todd recognized the similarity between what the music of the
60's was saying and the message his
punk music of today was trying to
convey. This message was openly
displayed on the War Memorial, amessage calling for a world where all people·
can exist peacefully. The skate punks
have something to say, passively in the
way they dress, and actively in their
music, their lives, and their graffiti.

The Changing Chimes of
Geneseo
by Maura O'Brien
Every Geneseo student is familiar
with the chimes of the Sturges clock.
Whether they accompany a peaceful
walk home on a snowy winter night or
provide a painful reminder that there's
still half an hour to go before the end of
an intolerably boring class, the chimes
are an integral part of life at Geneseo.
The chimes are officially known as
the Alumni Carillon, because most of
the $8,000 which paid for the mechanism now in use was provided by the
Alumni Association. According to Dr.
Bruce Godsave of the Special Education
department, who has a fondness for the
carillon and supervises its maintenance,
the chimes were in full use during the
1960's, when he went to school here.
Unfortunately, they fell into disrepair
and were not used for many years.
When Godsave returned to Geneseo
as a member of the faculty, one of his
first moves was to replace the old
system with the one now in use.
The former mechanism was extreme-

ly complex; it involved many different
dials and vacuums. The bells were
activated by a paper roll, similar to the
way antique player-pianos work. It was
difficult to keep it maintained properly,
so finally the new carillon was installed
around 1982. This system is much
more advanced. The sound heard from
outdoors is not actually the bells, but an
amplification of them, projected in four
directions by speakers mounted on the
roof of the tower. The chimes themselves are encased in a chamber inside a
storage room on the top floor of the
Sturges building; this is where the entire
system resides. The bells, sealed in
their box above the control panel, are
triggered by electronic signals transmitted from a cassette tape of larger bell
units. In other words, one does not
hear recorded music but rather an
amplification of Sturges' own bells playing a translation of chords prerecorded
from other carillons.
The carillon is designed so that its
operator can program the bells to fit a
convenient schedule. The timing mech-

anism consists of pins on a dial: placing
the pins in certain positions causes
them to trigger the cassette tape as the
dial slowly revolves. The chimes are
programmed to sound only on the hour
and the half-hour during weekdays, so
as not to disturb classes, and not at all
during late weeknight hours. On weekends, however, entire selections are
played five times a day: 7:45 and 11:45
a.m., and 4, 7, and 10 p.m.
Dr. Godsave changes the carillon's
music selections about once a week .
The repertoire includes everything f-om
the Alma Mater to "Happy Birthday."
Special tapes can be made on request;
for example, a "Happy Birthday message
to be played when a friend is in the
quad, or a tape for the Greeks. Godsave
explains that church hymns are the
most popular themes for carillons, but
as part of a public university, Geneseo
can't use them, so the college makes up
for it by keeping a wide varietv of
cassettes.
Godsave reports that maintenance
of the Carillon is not at all difficult,
because it is computerized and not
actually dependent on the Sturges clock.
In fact , it isn't even located in the tower.
The chimes are hooked up to an electronic battery-operated clock, which eliminates the need to reset the chimes
every time there is a power failure (the
Sturges clock, on the other hand, must
be reset by two men: one inside the
clock tower and the other outside, on
the ground, using walkie-talkies to communicate). Other than switching the
cassettes every week, the only
maintenance involved in cleaning the
tape heads and making subtle adjustments in the timing mechanism .
Godsave stresses the historical connection between clockpieces and universities. Both had their origins back in
the middle ages, so it is natural that they
should be linked. Hundreds of years
ago, one had to go to a major city or
township to attend a university, and a
clock tower was usually set up in these
towns . ''I'm a time fanatic", Godsave
confesses. 'To me , the Carillon was
just an extension of that."
"Images of time are appropriate for a
university," says Godsave. "Part of the
idea of 'liberal arts' is a preservation of
time."
Whether one shares this philosophical
view of the Alumni Carillon or merely
uses the "Sturges clock" to make it to
classes, one can't ignore the changing
chimes of Geneseo.
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PARKING cont'd.
from Pg. 2
risk of parking illegally, closer to the
academic buildings. But usually, they
will find a white present stuck in between
their windshield and wiper--the infamous
ticket.
The Department of Public Safety is
responsible for giving all tickets to those
cars parked illegally on campus. "The
majority of tickets given daily are to
students' cars parked in faculty and
staff lots," comments Nancy Kwapic
from the Department of Public Safety.
Most of the annoyance on the subject
is the tickets. When a ticket is given,
the owner is charged $5.00. If five
tickets are issued to a vehicle, Public
Safety has the right to tow that vehicle
from anywhere on campus. It is useless
to avoid paying these tickets; at the end
of each semester you will not receive
your grades and will not be permitted to
register if you do not pay.
But don't worry, Public Safety is not
throwing parties with all the money
collected from the parking tickets.
Anthony Radesi, Investigator for the
Department of Public Safety, assures,
"it is used for the purchase of decals for
striping lots, traffic signs, and parking
decals."
Radesi believes there is a problem
regarding inconvenience to students,
especially commuters. "It's too bad,
but less than one-third of the F lot by
Court Street is used."
The issue here is not to be confused.
There is enough student parking on
campus; however, it is extremely inconvenient for off-campus and commuting
students.
There are no immediate solutions,
only suggestions. Perhaps the faculty
and staff lots can be divided, so as to
accomadate some students. Those
spots devoted to faculty and staff can
be numbered. Every professor and
staff member would have a spot close to
his or her academic building or office.
The rest of the spots would be free turf,
so to speak.
Either the situation will remain the
same, with Public Safety spending much
of their day writing tickets, or the
Administration will realize there is a
problem and will take into consideration
some solutions to a prevalent problem
for many students.
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Geneseo, On the Upswing
by David C. Young
With the increasing prestige of Geneseo State College, attitudes of the college
community are changing. According to
Student Association Chairperson ,
Claude Ronzitti, articles in U.S. News
& World Report and Money magazine
were published recently praising Geneseo and elevating its credibility.
The November 25, 1985 issue of U.S.
News & World Report polled college
presidents on the top colleges. In the
article, Geneseo was given a rating of
10.9 percent and was ranked seventh
for comprehensive institutions in the
east. The reason for this ranking was
Geneseo's increasing selectivity of students. Money magazine's article, titled
"Ten Public Colleges With an Ivy
Twist," was printed in the May 1986
issue. The article was not a top-ten
listing, but rather a synopsis of ten upand-coming colleges that draw students
who want, according to the article, "a
solid education and can live without a
status label on their degrees." Geneseo
was chosen as one of the ten because of
its competitiveness and the noteworthy
academic departments.
According to Edward Jakubauskas,
president of Geneseo State, "colleges
want national publicity." In addition to
the national publicity Geneseo received
via U.S. News & World Report and
Money magazine, articles about the
college have been printed in newspapers across the country. Jakubauskas says he is still receiving newspaper clippings from friends in various
parts of the country.

Now that Geneseo has received national recognition for being a better-thanaverage college, what type of changes
have occurred in the academic community?
The Office of Admissions has had to
raise the standards for admittance into
the college. "It may not have a direct
influence, but the articles have caught
the eye of many high school students
looking at the colleges," stated Associate Dean of Admissions Jill Conlon.
Over the past seven years there has
been a steady increase in the number of
applicants to Geneseo. But in the last
year, there has been an even bigger
jump. "For the 1985-86 academic year,
we received just over 6,700 applications. For the current year, that number
was increased to over 7,000. Unfortunately, only 1,200 positions are open." The
admissions criteria have become more
selective because of the increasing number of applicants. The mean high
school average for incoming students in
1985 was 88.2 percent. In 1986, the
freshman average was 88.6 percent.
Conlon says: "The 0.4 percent change
is significant because it usually is difficult to increase the averages, especially
with the declining number of high school
students entering college."
It is obvious to the Admissions Office
that prospective students have read the
articles in U.S. News & World Report
and Money magazines. "Students are
familiar with the articles, and many
often mention them during their inter-
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GENESEO UPSWING cont.'d
from Pg. 7
views," stated Conlon.
From research compiled during freshman orientation, it is apparent that new
Geneseo students feel that the reputation Geneseo has is important. Dr.
James McNally, director of Instructional Research, conducts a "Geneseo Preference Survey" on incoming freshman
every summer. In this survey, students
are asked to rank the influential factors
which lead to their choice of Geneseo.
Out of 11 different categories, the academic reputation was the most important factor involved in the students'
decision to attend. "With a 4.6 percent
increase over last years figures, and the
highest response to date," academic
reputation ranked 75.5 percent, says
McNally.
The incoming freshman were also
asked what they had heard regarding
the academic reputation. Evaluating it
on a scale ranging from "very good" to
"very poor", this year's survey revealed
an 11 percent increase in responses of
"very good"(which was 50.4%}, signifying that 61.4 percent of the incoming
freshmen felt the academic reputation
of Geneseo was very good. McNally
warns that these results don't necessarily show a connection between the
articles(U.S. News & World Report
and Money) and the students ideals,
but it definitely shows increased pride
of students."
"Students should be more proud of
Geneseo," said newly elected freshman
class president Tom Mikolasko. "Our
college careers have just begun and the
class of 1990 has already shown lots of
enthusiasm." Twice as many people
ran for frshman class officers than did
last year, and three times as many
voted, according to Mikolasko. "They
told us at orientation that we( the freshman class) were the most highly selective class to enter Geneseo." Conlon
verified this, adding: "every year the
standards get tougher and tougher because brighter students are applying."
Ronzitti said that over the last two to
three years he has seen increased participation in student organizations. "For
example," Ronzitti stated, "this year
the travel council had about 30 people
at its organizational meeting. Last year
they only had four."
What is participating in student organizations going to do for the students
and the college? Jakubauskas stated

that with the combination of the "high
academic standards and other involvement Geneseo is producing a more
well-;ounded student." Also, the articles in the magazines boosted the morale
of the faculty and staff. "Every time
something else happens, there tends to
follow increased pride and a sense of
camaraderie."
Jakubauskas believes that "the article
in Money magazine was just the tip of
the iceberg." Since Jakubauskas became president in 1979, he has striven
to change outside perceptions of Geneseo. "All areas of the campus, from
maintenance to admissions, to faculty,
helped work as a team to establish
Geneseo as an excellent public institution " said Jakubauskas. "When you
working together like that,
got
you have a very powerful force."
Jakubauskas exclaimed, "We are striving for quality. We are going to be good;
damn good!"

Off-Campus Housing:
The Issue
Off Campus
Kwadjo Boaitey
Cassandra Moore
Michelle Picardo
Karen Robinson
As you approach this 19th century
house your first thoughts are of what
good shape it is in. You approach the
front door and knock, but a voice from
somewhere within yells, "it's broken,
use the side door."So you make your
way around to the side and knock.
Another voice from within yells, "It's
open, come in." You go to grab the
doorknob but there isn't one. You
stand there perplexed for a few seconds
and then the voice from within yells,
"Just push it open."
Once you make your way inside, you
find furniture that looks as though its
been through one too many parties.
You ask about the front door and the
response is, "it was broken last February
by some guys, they've already paid for it
and the check has been cashed, but our
landlord hasn't installed it yet."
You then inquire about the side door
you just entered which from the inside
you realize does not have any type of
lock on it. "Oh, well that was broken at
the beginning of the semester, same
deal as the front door; the landlord
hasn't gotten around to fixing it."
As you walk into the kitchen and a
large living room you notice that the

doors between these rooms also
do not have doorknobs. You ask about
this and with a disgusted chuckle, a
tenant replies, "it's been like that for
years; there have been plenty of times
I've been locked in one of these rooms
because there is no doorknob to open
the door. Imagine if there was a fire,
and I died 'cause I couldn't open a door
because of a missing doorknob."
You ask how many tenants there are
and to your amazement the answer is
"eighteen." Your next obvious question
is "why so many?" The reply is, "because
we need that many people in order to
pay rent." "Well how much do
of
you pay a semester?" you ask, expectmg
to hear a small sum which would explain
why the tenants would live in a death
trap. "Well, per semester we pay
$850.00 each, not including electricity."
In amazement you repeat the cost to
make sure you're right, "$850.00 times
eighteen people is $16,500.00 in one
semester. Your landlord is making
$33,000.00 a year and she can't afford to
install that new front door, locks, and
doorknobs?" The reply is, "well, it's not
that the landlord can't afford it, I'm
sure, I don't really know why." I know
she would never let her kids live this
way, it's beyond me why she is letting us
live in this death trap. Oh, and that's
not all. We have one working shower,
one working toilet and another toilet
that works occasionally,for eighteen
people."
You now ask, "why isn't something
being done? "Well, we remind her once
a week,but obviously it doesn't help.
We're afraid to make too big of a stink
because she might evict us. We are
thinking of calling the fire marshall and
having it inspected, but there is only
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one exit besides the windows so he
might condemn the place and that
would leave us in the same boat as if we
were evicted; no place to live. We feel
like we have our hands tied. We really
don't know what to do."
Off-campus Housing: the issue. Students move off campus for the various
benefits it provides. Two students
Colleen O'Hara and Jennifer Aubrey:
juniors resideing in Ontario Hall, state:
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OFF-CAMPUS cont'd.
from Pg. 8
"the main reasons why students move
off campus is because of noise lack of
privacy and the campus food."' Tracey
Tripp, another student, said; "I'm moving off campus because I feel I would be
saving a lot of money. I have the small
meal plan and never use the whole
amount, and the difference is not refunded. Also, the rent is cheaper than
what I have to pay to live in the dorms."
Many students choose to live on campus
for the duration of their college careers.
However, for those who wish to move
off, they should be able to take advantage of the benefits this arrangement
provides. So what is the problem?
Anne McCarthv. president of the
Off-Campus Student Association, says,
"The major problem in Geneseo in
regards to off-campus is sub-standard
housing." McCarthy feels many of the
apartments students reside in are unfit
and unsafe. She feels the village must
establish minimal standard housing
codes and enforce them. McCarthy
feels the landlord' willingness to fix
things and get things done has not
improved ober the years. If complaints
are brought to McCarthy, she will either

address the landlord personally and tell
them of the complaint or advise the
student of the paths to take to remedy
the problem. McCarthy stresses the
importance of student initiative. "Not
many people have really come up front
with their off-campus problms," she
states. "Students should band together
and become involved," says McCarthy.
McCarthy recently attended the New
York State Off-Campus Association's
8th Annual Conference at SUNY Binghamton. The conference was entitled,
"Meeting the Needs of Off-Campus
Students." An idea she extracted from
the conference which has been utilized
on other campuses is legal aid. A
lawyer comes on campus a designated
two or three times a month. He is there
to provide legal advice to students with
housing problems and answer questions.
Being an authority figure, the students
are attentive to his advice and, if the
need arises, he will accompany or represent the students. McCarthy calls this a
"scare tactic," which has worked on
many campuses. "This would keep the
landlords on their toes," she states.
McCarthy stresses three items students should be aware of in regards to
off-campus housing: fire awareness, leases and security deposits. A student
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states. "There are lots of things a
student might miss and certain things a
landlord is not allowed to put in a lease,"
she says.
In regards to evictions, McCarthy
states, "the only way you can be evicted
is through a court order, from a judge,
and that takes time."
McCarthy feels the administration
can play a major part in the off-campus
housing situation. "Although the student
signs a housing waiver and makes the
choice to mover off campus, the fact is
that he is still a "student" and the
administration should back the students."
Although Dr. Ronald Satryb, Vice
President of Student Services and Staff
Relations, empathizes with the plight of
the off-campus student, he feels the
administration cannot get directly involved. "Our involvement can be in-

cont.'d on Pg. 33
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should have the town's building and fire
inspector check the wiring, outlets,
detectors, etc. If there is a problem, the
inspector will have to comply by remedying the problems because he is in
violation of saftey codes.
"Make copies of your lease and bring
it to a lawyer or to me," McCarthy

Cards and Gifts
from
Recycled Paper Products, Inc.
Available at:

65 Main St.
Geneseo
243-3837

*Greeting Cards
*Gifts
*Jewelry
*Stationery
*School Supplies

*Posters
*Toys
*Housewares
*Art and Craft
Supplies
*Picture Frames

open 9-5:30 daily
9-9 Thursday
Christmas Shopping hours
starting Friday November
28 open every night 'till 9.
Sunday 12-5.
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Scira
-Mark Scira
-Senior
-McDonough, New York
-Brown hair, blonde streak on the left
-Three earings
-Caucasian male
-135 pounds
-Blue eyes
-Wears bottle-cap lenses
-Scruffy beard
The above is a description artist
Mark Scira gave of himself. Scira is an
eccentric, feeling, talkative young man.
In April of 1987, Scira plans on having
his second art show, to be held at the
Opus Art Gallery in the College Union.
Q: What is your goal in life, art?
A: The only goal I'd really like to do
-the reason why I got into art was art for
the common man. I mean, I come from
a poorer district with a lot of farm
people and my father is an engineer, so
we've always been, you know, close to
the common man, the common worker.
Q: When did you start doing artwork?
A: I've always been drawing and
painting since about eight. I've always
loved art, especially DaVinci, Michealangelo. I've always had those books
when I was a real, real young kid.
Q: What is your specific field?
A: Graphics is my field ... , graphics,
paintings. I'm versed in everything right
now. The only thing I haven't taken is
oil painting and I'll take that next semester. But I've dealt with all other mediums.
Everything from working in stone, gold,
silver, pastel, graphite ... you name it,
any course offered in the last two
colleges that I've been to, I've taken.
Q: Do you also do design work?
A: Oh, yeah.
Q: Do you do architectural design,
any drafting?
A: I've already designed my house.
It's three stories underground. I've
always been intrigued by living with
living sculpture, on a monumental size.
So, I guess if you call it architecture-yeah. I'm not versed in how to build a
house, I just simply know that I like the
curves. I like stalagtites, I like organic
forms. I don't think human beings were
meant to be shoved into four by four
cubicles like they do here in college. I
mean, even if you look around here in
this office(central council), we hang
stuff on the walls. Why; because flat,
blank walls are obscene. Nobody likes
that feeling.
Q: Who did you study or who most

influenced your work?
A: I studied Gaudi. If you know
anything about Gaudi, his buildings
were organic. He took it a little further
than what, to me, is good taste, but all of
his buildings were organic--l've always
tried to incorporate people living in
what people should live in.
Q: What do you feel is one of the best
works of art?
A: The Last Supper. It's one of the
best paintings I've seen in all my life.
Q: What are your favorite works?
A: I love primitive works . I like
African works ...some of the Far East.
Q: Is the essence of the primitive
theme the most important aspect of
your works?
A: Yes and no. Time is also very
important. Time is an incredible strain
right now on my work. That's what I
really concentrate on, is the passage of
time. Ever since I was a kid I was told
that I had Haylin disease as a baby.
That means your lungs are filled with
fiber, and I wasn't expected to live,- and
when I was told that, even as a little
child I knew our time on this earth is
short. Mine was almost shortened,
completely.
Q: What are some of your concerns?
Age, time. I'm noticing my parents
getting older. If you think about it,
parents aren't supposed to grow old.
You know we look at pictures and that
only reminds us, "Oh my God," their
hair has gone gray, their backs are a
little more bent, but you don't notice it.
With me, I force myself to notice it. I
notice that I'm growing older. I graduate this year and I'm scared. I don't
want to grow up. I want to be mature,
but I don't want to fall into the groove of
the responsible adult who gives up
dreaming.
Dreams, a lot of my work is fantasy,
but it is a realistic form. I want to give
people their dreams again.
Q: I noticed your work consists of a
lot of nudes, why is that?
A: The nudes are a celebration of life
itself. I personally hate clothing. There
are very few fashions I like; either
they're baggy or flashy and they detract
from the human body. Also I feel
people are really down on their bodies.
I've yet to meet one person, just one,
and I've been to six countries and speak
three languages, I've talked to a lot of
people and I've yet to meet one who
says, yeah , I'm happy with my body ,
and I'm guilty too . There are some
things I'd like to change, but as a whole
I've always tried to accept what I have
as beautiful. . . I think all bodies are

beautiful and I try to bring that out in all
my art, beauty in all.
My art is not erotic art. When I went
to Norway, one girl taught me something very special, and I wish most of
the men on this campus would learn it.
When she stripped and I stripped and
we went into the water I sort of had this
stupid grin on my face, and she chastized me terribly. She said, funny , as
soon as the clothes come off, I'm no
longer your friend . She said American
boys, whenever they see a woman, its
horizontal. She said, can't you see,
that's wrong. -- That's what I try to put
out in my art , because my art is not
erotic art. So what if there's nudes. I
want to break erotic art.
Q: What is your ideology on college?
It seems you're a little bent, negatively.
A: I'm a little bent on college only
because its becoming for the very rich
and the very poor. They're upping our
tuition, upping our living conditions
and most of all, they're turning on the
pressure. I don't know if you are aware
of it or not but there is a definite percent
of suicide and drop out rate at this
college, and I don't feel learning should
be like that. -- I love scholastically what
this school is doing for me , but emotionally it's killing me . And - I think it's
killing a lot of people.
Q : You mentioned earlier how you
felt this need to be noticing things . Do
you feel that, that's a definite quality an ·
artist should have?
A: I think what all artists fight against
is going comfortably numb. That's
when your artwork will go stale. That's
when your dreams will go stale.
When you stop noticing things around
you have changed, people become stereo- typed.
Q: Are you continually striving to do
better?
A: Oh yeah! I have yet to meet an
artist who will look at a finished drawing
and say that's done, that's perfect.
Because Mark Anderson, one of my old
art professors, he does more modernistic pieces, which I don't like. I don't
like cubism, but I like his approach and
that is "kill your darlings." If you find
something is so perfect and so wonderful
do one better, cause if you don't do one
better it's no longer progress, but regress. It's a block.

GENESEO
COLLEGE

THEATRE

1987 Season of
Theatre and Dance

RING AROUND THE MOON
Jean Anouilh's comedy of many moods-wistfully romantic,
satirical, fantastic.

March 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 1987

*

SPRING DANCE CONCERT
A showcase of imaginative choreography
created by faculty and students.

April 30, May 1, 2, 3, 1987

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ ____.

VEGETABLE S.O.U.P.
January 29, 30, 31 Dinner
Theatre to be announced

"Gettai

April 9, 10, 11
To be announced

ORCHESIS
February 6, 7, 8
Dance Workshop
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Welcome to the wonderful world of the imagination. The following pages are a celebration of
creativity, the raison d'etre of "Our Time".
Within this section , we have blended the best
pieces of short fiction, poetry, artwork, and
photography offered by the Geneseo student
population.
The works here represent hours spent over a
typewriter, behind a camera, or over a workboard.
We hope you will appreciate the skill and talent
involved in their production and that you will enjoy them.

The Perfect Night
by Scott Seifritz
Mr. Warren blew on his hot chocolate
and took a sip. Delicious, he thought.
He'd been drinking his nightly mug of
hot chocolate before bed for nearly fifty
years now, but tonight it tasted unusually
good. He took another sip and licked
his lips. Delicious. The grandfather
clock in the hall chimed out twelve
o'clock in its usual deep voice, but
tonight each toll of the bell seemed
unusually resonant and beautiful to the
man and he smiled a broad smile as the
soun'd rang through the quiet house.
He took another sip from his mug
and leaned back in his rocking chair. It
creaked with age, and he smiled again
as he remembered the day he had
bought it. He had just cashed his first
paycheck after being promoted to general manager of the Quality Manufacturing Company, and on the way home
from the bank he stopped at the local
furniture store to buy himself a chair.
His father had always said that a man
needed a chair of his own to relax in
after a hard day's work , a chair that was
his and his alone, not to be shared with
anyone else.

Like his father, Mr. Warren had always
taken a liking to rocking chairs, and
when he first laid eyes on the beautifully
polished oak bentwood rocker in which
he now sat, he knew that was the chair
for him . Boy, was Emma surprised the
day the delivery men brought it to the
house.
"Robert," she said, "what on earth
did you go and buy that for? We've got
plenty of good chairs around this house."
"Yes, we do have plenty of good
chairs," he explained, "but this is a
special chair. This is my chair." She
understood him perfectly, and the very
next day she made him take her out and
buy her one of her own. And each night
for the next forty years they sat side-byside and rocked while he drank his hot
chocolate and she worked on her knitting.
Those were the days, he thought, as
he took another sip of hot chocolate.
He turned his gase to the empty rocking chair next to him. It had been
empty for nearly ten years now. Had it
really been that long? It
only yesterday that Emma was stttmg m

it knitting a sweater for the upcoming
winter. Emma must have knitted a
hundred sweaters in that chair for her
family and friends . As soon as she
finished one she was starting the next.
People would offer to pay her for them,
but she wouldn't hear of it. "You just
wear it in public," she'd say on such an
occasion, ''That's pay enough for me."
She was proud of her work and, and she
had reason to be. Her sweaters were
the talk of the town and the pride of
those who wore them.
It had been almost ten years since
Emma had knitted a sweater. She
knitted every night right up until the
arthritis in her hands got so bad that she
couldn't hold the needles. She died
soon after that. Most folks said that she
had loved knitting so much that she
died of a broken heart. They were
probably right.
For nearly a decade now Mr. Warren
spent his nights rocking alone, remembering the days when Emma had rocked
along side him . Emma . . . How he
missed her. He took a final sip of hot
cont.'d on Pg. 24
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Floyd Levy

Echoes

Six Peds Plus
Limited Identities
At birth /landed my first role;
membership in the upper middle
class suburban utopia.
A heterosexual, female, caucasian
beauty.
At fourteen I realized
we millions dazzle our parents
with predictable puberty.
(There is no such thing
as an original emotion)
Struggle, struggle
then liberation
from the initial identity cage.
The me emerged and submerged me
into a chosen mold
forged by reality.
(There is no such thing
as an original emotion)
Teresa Han nan

Old Mrs. Sixpeds
How frightened this little babe is
Of each stolen glance
She takes from you
Your glazed eyes
And stale breath
Envelope her in the bitter perfume
Of an ugly death
You lay in that crisp wooden box
Inviting baby
To kiss your eyes
And lick your hands
And slowly she falls
To the loving arms
Of the haunting black moon
Underground.
Lori Barrett

Hanging a left onto Bellaire Street I ease
the car to a stop in front of the lonely
blue house and curb the wheels doubting
that an emergency brake alone can
prevent gravity from hurling a '78
Impala into a tree at the bottom of s uch
a steep hill. In the town below, a browneyed girl practices apologies in her mind
as she paces the dull oak floor of her
rented room while songbirds silently
peck at the grass seed scattered atop
her sister's grave two hundred miles
away.
The sound of my footsteps on the
cracked linoleum become lost beneath
the haunting notes of a nameless dirge
drifting heavily through the thick
August air only to be cut short by my
presence as my friend carefully lies his
precious instrument into its padded
case, gently sealing it in a shroud of
darkness. In her faraway room the sadeyed girl stops pacing as a lonely
mother chases birds from her daughter's grave and we step lightly out of the
empty house and into the empty world
leaving behind the echo of a ringing
phone .

Scott Seifritz

Remembrance

Boy,
Girl,
Watching television,
Sitting close,
Holding hands ...
Soft parental footsteps on the stairs .. .
Boy,
Girl,
Watching television,
Opposite ends of the couch,
Hands in laps-- folded.
Years later,
Parent ready to go downstairs
Comes to a stop.

Waiting for Love

Two ladies occupy my heart
And soon will have it torn apart,
For neither one will come to me
So I can set the other free.
The first I loved in days gone by
I chose to land, she chose to fly.
The other's love I've never felt
But the thought does cause my heart to
melt.
Until one lands or tries her hand,
Please ... keep silent the band.
Levi Stone

Vague memories of a similar situation
That took place not long ago.
Same roles, different players.
Hasty retreat.
Renee Anderson

Full moon lights the sky
...Miles and miles, so far away
Could it be perfume?
Thomson

Ever Since Goodbye

If you could cut me open
And gaze into my soul
You would find an emptiness
Shaped like you
Scott Seifritz

Them
there they are.
standing next to their door.
speaking with cherry lips
and cherry nails
and laughing through
their polished teeth
at clumsy me.
and there they stare
through the corner of their painted eyes
at me
and my ugly glasses.
as i walk by
one of them smiles at me
and slowly, very slowly
turns her perfect body
and giggles with her friends
until the rain comes from my eyes.

Lost Treasures

Silvery clouds gold-tinged with light
flowing freely by
a molten liquid pearl within
a wrinkled velvet sky.
Silken pools of emerald green
that jewel the forest crown
gently drip
in shimmering dew
(/ike diamonds) to the ground.
And you the king
and I the queen
swathed in robes of crystal sheen
reach to touch our golden world
and find it's but a dream.
R.E. Landers

Angels

They're back.
The angels are back.
I wouldn't mind so much
if they weren't dancing on my lawn.
Scott Seifritz
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THE PRESIDENT'S MEN
STAND IN THE STREET
PROUD OF THEIR GENES
AND SHINY CAPPED TEETH
SURVEYING AS THEY TAKE
EACH WELL-MANNERED STEP
AND "SAVING" THE CITY
WITH GOVERNMENT PEP.
THEY PASS AN OLD NATIVE
WHO SPITS AT THEIR FEET
AND STUPIDLY STARE
AT THE MAN OF THE STREET.
THEY LOVE THEIR NEW"PROJECT"
(EACH PENNY THEY KEEP).
FOR IT BUYS SPACE IN HEAVEN
WHERE THE RICH GO TO SLEEP.
SO THEY OFFER THE MAN
A BRIGHT SILVER DIME
TO KEEP THE MAN HAPPY
AND BUY THEMSELVES TIME.
BUT THE OLD GUY JUST SITS
WITH JziOMES DRESSED IN PINK
PROUD OF HIS PLACE
IN THE CITY OF STINK.
Lori Barrett
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A Little Peace...
by Greg Farshtey

I

i
J

"Well, what do you think?"
John shoved his hands in his back
pockets and leaned back to get a
better view of the roof. The shingles
were covered with pine needles,
which also filled the gutters, but it
was chimney that caught his attention. Despite the number of years
the house was supposed to have
been unoccupied, it was in surprisingly good condition.
"Gutters would need some cleaning, but the roof looks pretty good.
Ididn't see any water damage on the
ceilings inside, did you?' Claire shook
her head. "No, none. There's a lot of
wood that has to be stripped, though.
How long did you say the place had.
been empty?" she asked, turning to
the real estate agent.
"Fifteen years now," the woman
said, nodding. She had a large head
on a thin neck, and it bobbed up and
down every time she spoke, as if its
weight couldn't be supported. "The
old man passed away back then, and
the children didn't want to live here. I
can't imagine why, it's a lovely area."
"Yes, it is," Claire agreed, looking
around at the groves of trees and the
view of the river. It was more land
than she and John had ever owned
before. A nice place to start a family,
she thought warmly.
John had walked around to the
side of the house and was looking at
a patch of soft, dark earth about five
feet long. "What's this? Some part of
the septic system?"
Nora the agent chuckled with the
false heartiness of her profession.
"No, no, that was the old man's
garden . He had a few of them here
and there around the yard."
"The soil seems very good consider·
ing how long it's been since---"
Nora cut him off. "It's a farming
community, Mr. Culver, you have to
expect rich soil. Would you like to
see the garage?"
Going home that night, Claire allowed John his silence to think over
the deal. Then, as the houses began
to force out the grass, she spoke up.
"It's a beautiful little house, isn't
it?"

"Yeah, it sure is," John replied. "A
lot of work though."
Claire smiled. "But it'll be worth it,
you'll see."
"I forgot, you're a real estate psychic, aren't you?" John said, with a
laugh. "You don't see houses as they
are, but as they will be in future."
"That's right, and I see great things
for that house. And the yard, John,
we could plant a garden! Did you see
the flower gardens in front of all the
houses?"
"Mmmm. The farms all seem
fertile, too. I have to admit, the price
is pretty good. Forty thousand for
that much property, along with the
house ... "

"It's real simple. The
earth feeds man, gives
him his crop. So man's
gotta feed the earth."
"Well, it is kind of off the beaten
path, honey," Claire remarked. "Just
farms and fishing for miles."
John flicked on the turn signal to
enter their street. Claire could see
some of her excitement mirrored in
his eyes. "Well, I'll check with the
bank tomorrow."
"Then we can call Nora in the afternoon, and tell her to draw up the
papers," Claire said happily.
True to Claire's prediction, within
a few days the mortgage had been
arraned and they were back in Unionville to take possesion. The sky was
overcast and the wind whipped the
fallen leaves around the streets as a
March thunderstorm moved in. Claire glanced out the office window and
saw the river growing angry.
"Now, if you'll just sign right here,"
Nora said, offering a pen. "I'm sure
you'll be very happy in that house."
Claire smiled as John scratched
his signature on to the form. "Yes
I'm sure that we will. It's so different

from where we live now, so quiet.
We really want a little peace."
Nora glanced at her client for an
instant, then returned to the contract.
"Oh, everyone gets that here, dear."
It was with great joy that John and
Claire tore the "For Sale" sign from
the ground and tossed it on to the
woodpile that first day. That weekend
they began moving their furniture in,
cramming the smaller rooms on thefirst floor with the pieces they had no
place for as yet.
The air had turned cold, but John
started a small fire in the fireplace,
and soon the smell of blazing pine
drove out the peculiar, musty odor of
a long-empty house. Claire pulled a
bottle of champagne from a bag, and
together they drank and planned and
made love in the amber glow of the
flames.
"John, we're going to need some
things from the grocery store. Could
you run out?"
John put aside his newspaper. "Sure,
honey. I passed the market on the
way back from the dump yesterday.
What do you need?"
"Milk, eggs, and some ground beef,
I'm going to make a meatloaf tonight.
And some bread crumbs, if you see
any."
John glanced at the rain turning
the back yard into a sodden mess
and decided to drive to the store.
Despite the storm, he saw as he
passed the river that the fishermen
were out, and nodded. His father
had told him once that the rain on the
water lured fish to the surface, where
they could be caught easily. He'd
always been a bit saddened by the
thought of creatures swimming for
what they thought was food hitting
the water, and finding death instead,
betrayed by their own instincts.
The market was a squat, blue
metal building surrounded by empty
fields. It sat alone, there were no
small card stores or shoe outlets
resting in its shadow. It
almost as if it had been put

The Impressing of Anastasia
Literary Winners

*

The preceding page begins A Little
Peace ... this semester's first place
choice and winner of the Our Time
literary award. Greg's tale is a chilly chain
of realistic scenes that one is compelled
to follow by a tightly woven plot. Each
chain-link is tight to the next because of
subtle but suggestive dialogue and grippiing description that will suddenly pull
the suspended reader into an ending that
resembles a concrete wall at the end of
realisms a dark hall. Though macabre in
content, this yarn was a labor of love by
its length, and it makes one wonder how
a writer can hold so many threads
together so precisely. It is this precision
that gained Greg first place, and we hope
to see more of Greg's work grace our
pages in the future.

*

All of the Our Time judges were
shocked by A Little Peace ... but all
were impressed by Scott Seifritz's The
Impressing of Anastasia. In contrast
to conventional plot lines and images,
there was found in Scott's work a fresh
and outrageous romp through the imagination. The scene starts out so prim
and proper, but it soon becomes a series
of spontaneous images that tap the funny bone. The images are comic enough
by themselves, but to hold them on track
for Anastasia's love in that short space,
and to satirize a situation so serious so
well, made the judges exclaim, "You're
amazing!" The judges were as impressed with Scott's work as Anastasia was
with Robert's. Bravo for Anastasia and
originality!

*

Self-Portrait by Sarah F. Storer completes the triangle of Creative Works as
second runner-up by capping the short
stories and short fiction with a tight,
original poem. The vivid images she
paints are left open to the imagination of
the reader, and yet it all co mes from so
deep within. The best explanation is purpose, and Sarah's purpose is to say that
we are all made up of those around us.
Sarah's spontaneity takes us right
through the making of an artwork we can
feel, and feel most upon reading line 15.
"Self-Potrait" is a modern poetry form in
that it blends the serious message with
spontaneous, beautiful images, and
Sarah's blend is one apart from the
others.
Sarah is an artist and photographer as
well as a writer, and it seems this
renaissance approach has paid off well .
Keep writing Sara, let us see the finished work!
Blind Eagle

"Would you like another slice of pig
bladder?" Mrs. Fandago asked Robert
as she pushed the platter toward him.
"Don't mind if I do," he answered
cheerily as he stabbed a slice with his
fork and transferred it to his plate. It
was good, but the fact that it hadn't
been fully cooked caused visions of
trichinosis to swim through his brain.
He looked at Thelma Fandango who sat
across the table from him and smiled
but his thoughts were on Anastasia
sat next to him. He loved the girl dearly
and was always searching for the perfect
chance to impress her. Seconds later,
that chance arose.
"By golly!" Mrs. Fandango suddenly
exclaimed, and she proceeded to remove
a baby praying mantis from her daughter's shoulder. Robert immediately
accepted this as a challenge.
"Voila!" he said as he plucked a
phoenix from Anastasia's hair. Both
she and Thelma oohed and aahed. Mrs.
Fandango squinted her eyes with a look
of determination and promptly coughed

up the remains of an ancient Peruvian
civilization, a true archeological breakthrough.
"Wow!" Anastasia and Thelma cried
in unison.
Robert would not be outdone. He
clenched his fist, grimaced, and seconds
later he pulled G. Gordon Liddy from
his anus.
Thelma was obviously delighted.
Anastasia embraced Robert.
"You're amazing!" she exclaimed.
Robert smiled. Mrs. Fandango glared
at him for a moment, and then, not to be
defeated, gave birth to a sasquatch on
the spot while playing Beethoven's 5th
on bagpipes. Everyone applauded, even
Robert. He acknowledged Mrs. Fandango as victor even though he secretly
knew he could sneeze the entire New
York Philharmonic onto the table before
him in an instant. It didn't matter
though; he was happy. He had impressed Anastasia.
by
Scott Seifritz

Self-Portrait
by Sarah F. Storer
Can't decide how loud
it's gonna be
'til I turn it on
Can't decide how bright
it'll be
'til I add the color
Can't discover the szze
of it all
'til I measure all the
angles
Let me be the judge of it-Let me paint the picture.
None of you can know
the outcome-You're all on the palette ..
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Tonight my father sleeps well.
Thousands were screaming,
men running in all directions
and we
rejoicing
as we watched a city crumble.
High overhead
great birds were screaming,
the battle cry
of a seventeen year vengeance.
White flashes of lightning
struck out from everywhere
like the reflections of a great diamond,
and lit our worn battlefield.
But we fought hardest
and tonight
a city sleeps well.
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I scream for belief,
I scream for understanding.
The echoes pound against the shore,
Repeating the cry of pain,
Eroding the secrets held so tight within
Reflecting the sounds of insight so dimly
Aware of the contradictions, crashing
against one another.
Eloping on opposing journeys, together
releasing the rage of the Earth.
Clashes, so loud, too loud to ignore
Anonymous ears turn inward and resign
Eyes of gray close the shades of truth
and relinquish the throne of Knowledge.
Nothing is rewarded with deep scars of
Repeating thoughts, conceived crudely
On the rocks of Eternity.
Creativity
Is a friend of mine.
As a matter of fact,
She was here
With me
Until
You arrived.
Then
She rushed out the back way,
Promising to return.
I'm not sure
When
She plans to visit
Again.
She always drops in
So unexpectedly...
Renee Anderson
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There is this snake
Curled up inside me
Twisting and turning, hissing and
There is this lid
Thrown down upon me
Shutting light out and trapping me
•
rn

and
There is this scream
Welled up inside me
Growing louder, growing stronger
Building, Building
But there is this wall
Built up around me
Keeping it in,
Shutting you out.
Sarah F. Storer

PERFECT NIGHT cont'd.
from Pg. 14
chocolate and slowly climbed up out of
the chair. He carried his empty mug
into the kitchen and brought it over to
the sink. In keeping with his nightly
routine he washed the mug with soap
and water, but tonight he took unusual
care and pleasure in doing so. When he
was finished he wiped it dry with a towel
and placed it back on its designated
shelf in the cupboard. He then walked
over to the kitchen door, turned out the
light, and went outside.
The spring air seemed unusually fresh
and warm to Mr. Warren as he breathed
it deep into his lungs. The smell of fresh
cut grass and roses permeated his
nostrils as he walked across the lawn
and he smiled with delight at their scent:
He stopped in the middle of the yard
and looked up into the clear June sky.
The quarter moon bathed him in the
light of its crooked smile, and the stars
winked at him from their perches high
above . How beautiful, he thought as he
sat down in the damp grass. It was the
perfect night.
His thoughts drifted back a month to
the day he went in for a checkup. "You
have cancer," the doctor had told him.
A week and scores of tests later he
added, "Without treatment you probably won't make it to the end of the
year. "
He had taken the news much better
than his children. They were crushed.
"We'll get you the proper treatment,"
they had promised. "We'll take you to
the best doctors around." He didn't
understand the fuss.
"I'm nearly eighty years old," he had
said to them . "I've lived through two
world wars and the Great Depression
I've seen the advent of automobiles
television , and many other wonderfui
things. I've seen men walk on the
moon . I was happily married for fiftytwo years to a wonderful woman, and
together we raised five wonderful children . I'm a grandfather and a Greatgrandfather ten times over. I've got my
own chair, and I've seen every Bogart
movie ever made. It's OK for me to die
now." His children wouldn't listen
though, and they found him a doctor
who was known for his work with
cancer patients.
Mr. Warren lied back in the grass.
He was to undergo his first dose of
chemotherapy the following day. "It will
add years to your life," his son had

assured him.
"It'll make my hair fall out," he argued.
"I've lived a full life with a full head of
hair. Let me die without a hat."
"I'll pick you up at 8:00," his son said.
Mr. Warren stared into the star dotted
sky. Of all the changes I've seen
th_roughout my life, he thought, this is
still the same sky I stared into as a boy,
and the same stars I wished upon. He
felt unusually peaceful. He focused his
attention on one particularly bright star
that had caught his eye. He recited
memory: "Star light, star bright,
ftrst star I see tonight, I wish I may, I
wish I might, have this wish I wish
tonight."
He closed his eyes and smiled a tiny
smile, and a moment later, he went to
Heaven.
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Simple characters Carefully shaped
Ordered Molded Into a warm embrace
Are now time altered Razor sharp
Daggers Awaiting their chance
To pierce my soul And I The fool
Keep them in a cardboard box
Underneath my bed
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Scott Seifritz
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LITTLE PEACE cont'd.
from Pg. 19
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overnight, and one night would be
taken down and moved on .
John found the various items easily,
but when he headed to the rear of the
store (where meat departments had
always been located, as far as he knew)
he found only more shelves of cereal.
He made a circuit around the store, but
there were no racks of meat or deli
cases. Finally, he stopped an older man
in a red smock who ticketing boxes of
salt.
"Excuse me, can you tell me where
the meat counter is, please?"
The old man looked John up and
down, then shook his head and went
back to his work. "We don't have one.
We don't sell any meat here . Just the

lf)

kind in those frozen dinners, but nothing
fresh ."
John was startled---he'd never heard
of a supermarket that didn't sell any
meat. "Can you tell me---is there a
butcher shop near here?"
The man now looked at John with open
distaste . "No butcher shops. That kind
of meat isn't sold in town. You'll have to
go to Plattston if you want that." Then
he stuck the ticket gun in his pocket
and went through double doors marked
"Employees Only."
Claire shared his confusion when he
told her of the encounter. They finally
decided that, inconvenient as the longer
trip was, they'd do their shopping in
Plattston in the future. It was strange
behavior for a food store, certainly, but
balanced against the beautiful scenery
and security of the area, it didn't seem
like much to be upset about.
They had put it out of their minds by
that evening. They had fashioned a
make-shift living room out of some of
the better pieces of furniture , and now
reclined scanning the "Services Offered"
ads for a good plumber. Period ically , Claire's eyes would wander
from the newspaper to gaze out the
French doors at the woods that bordered the property. Somehow she felt
protected by the trees, as if they were a
fence shutting out the rest of the world.
"Here's a roofer in town ," John
muttered, turning a page.
Claire murmured acknowledgment,
and returned her attention to the classifieds . As she did so, she caught a
shadow flickering by in the corner of
her eye. It had passed the doors,
heading toward the back of the house ,
and she sat up, puzzled.
cont.'d on Pg. 29

The Day the Flamingos Came Back
to Sri Lanka
Ricky was fresh out of ideas.
"It looks hopeless," he confessed to Jeff.
"Nothing's hopeless!" Jeff retorted
angrily. He had to admit, though, that things couldn't have
looked more bleak at the moment. He looked up into the
blue summer sky. Suddenly he noticed a dark pink wave
slowly blanket the sun.

i

k

"It's about bloody time!" he said.

Scott Seifritz

INTERNATIONAL cont'd.
from Pg. 4
math department, when she moved to
New Mexico, and they came to Geneseo
after he
his PhD. She is
currently studying here to earn her B.A.
degree in psychology.
Tang made observations about the
people she met in Libya and England,
and compared them to Americans. "In
Libya, all the people were slow in learning, but very honest and straightforward. If you are a thief there, they cut
your arm off . . . In England, people were
colder than Americans in general, but
once you got to know them, they were
nice. In America, you see, people are
warm and friendly, but it is mostly on
the surface. They are not being honest
when they are being polite. They just
don't want to hurt or insult anyone, so
they are pretend-nice to people." Like
the others, she found that Americans
are rushed and pressured by time.
"They say they are going to do something for you, just to be nice, but they
really can't make the time to do it."
"They aren't very patient with foreign
accents," she added. "You can see this
in the way that they complain that they
don't understand their foreign professors . .. I (lid a little survey, and I found
that out of Indian, Iranian, German,
French and Asian professors, students
could understand the Indian ones the
best, and the Asians the least. The
funny part is that the Chinese and
Indians have trouble understanding each
other, but they still get along well.
Some people need more patience to try
to understand each other or else they'll
never learn anything. People have accents. They should accept the world the
way it is ."
There are many more foreign students
enrolled in Geneseo beside the five
mentioned here, and faculty members
who have studied or come from all over
the world. These are just a few of their
views on their home countries, America
and the world. These and other foreign
students expressed a hope that International Year and people's curiosity can
bring more understanding of world cultures to Geneseo, and they were willing
to share their own experiences to
accomplish that goal.
If the old maxim that "distance grants
the observer wisdom" is true, then
these observers have crossed that
distance to bring their knowledge to
Geneseo and share it with our students.

They have provided Americans with an
opportunity to see themselves and their
country through someone else's eyes,
although that angle is not always flattering. As some have indicated, perhaps
it is more important that they can help
Americans to learn about the world
beyond their own borders by introducing
them to other countries. They can do
this most easily through themselves,
the people of those countries.

Group Profile:
Queensryche

won them a tour with Kiss and Twisted
Sister(I saw the band open for Kiss in
Rochester a few years ago; their music
acquired an added intensity which a live
show can provide in special circumstances. I was not surprised by the roars
from the sold-out audience, or for their
two encores). This summer, Queensryche released their third album, cleverly entitled Rage for Order. The title of
this album reflects their angry and rebellious nature, something common in
their audiences demeanor; their attitude
can be funneled into a productive and
constructive fashion, which the lyrics
provide. The album definitely has a
hard edge to it with a sound uniquely its
own.
Meeting Queensryche in person, and
seeing them in concert were two of my
most memorable experiences. They
are on their world tour opening up for
AC/ DC(whom they sound nothing like).
Guitarist Chris De Garmo stated, "I
think we're trying to update metal music,
to modernize it. I'd like to think of us as
innovators and originators. We don't
sound like anyone else but Queensryche."

by Sam Greco
Queensryche is a regal name, suggesting such noble traits as discipline,
power, and an air of majesty. These
words aptly describe a group tong overdue for widespread success. Their
powerful yet melodic compositions hint
at being termed "Heavy Metal" but they
sound different than any metal music
heard before. The band seems to have
aimed for a new style, a unique musical
expression, and in these two areas they
have succeeded.
Queensryche had its beginnings around 1983 in Bellevue, Washington.
They were first known as "The Mob."
When the band played their self-titled
four song EP for some local record
merchants, they were offered management and distribution of their EP. Their
name came about when they examined
the title of their first song, "Queen of the
Reich"; the band's current name is a
condensation of the this song. When
EMI Records got wind of the success of
their EP, they were quickly offered the
opportunity to do a second album. The
Warning , as it was called, was an album
unlike any album before it. Songs like
"Take Hold of the Flame" and "Roads
to Madness" not only express their
maturity, but also anger and rebellion.
The success of their second album

True Colors
CBS-Records
The crisp, hard beat which begins the
new Cyndi Lauper album, True Colors,
is a taste of what the listener can expect
throughout the entire album. Lauper
plays around with the effects of percussion and uses it to emphasize the
incredible hard-hitting energy that comes
through in her songs. The drums
coupled with her magnificently powerful
voice and innate sense of rhythm, make
for a high energy album. One of the
album's strongest points is definitely
the use of percussion. On "True
Colors," the conga drums in the background add a primitive touch to the
song, and the echoing sound of these
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CYNDI LAUPER cont'd.
from Pg. 26
drums in the beginning and end add a
peaceful sound that pulls the entire
song together.
Lauper has a hypnotic sense of rhythm
which she displays with her powerful
voice when she runs away with lyrics
beyond the melody and extends choruses beyond their guidelines. A natural
manisfestation of this rhythm would be
an emphasis on drums in her songs,
such as on "Calm Inside the Storm,"
and "Change of Heart," that would
allow her to belt out her soulful voice
and release her incredible energy.
Lauper has talent for creativity, which
is displayed in a powerfully moving
rendition of the Motown classic "What's
Goin' On," one of the highlights of this
album. Although this song has been
around for over 15 years, it sounds as
fresh and new as if it was written for this
album. Again, the percussion and
Lauper's incredible sense of rhythm
really escalate the level of emotion in
the song. Conga drums blend the song
directly into another which was a surprising treat - "Iko Iko." This song
seems to be some sort of child's song
that doesn't include Cyndi at all. It
does, however, fit in with the theme of
the rest of the album with its eccentricity
and energy.
Throughout True Colors, Lauper is
having a great time, goofing around
with her voice and creatively arranging
her songs. With special guests like Pee
Wee Herman and Aimee Mann, Lauper
has put together a highly energetic and
hard-hitting album, and it is quite obvious
that she still hasn't gotten serious: Her
theme song is still "Girls Just Wanna
Have Fun" and definitely, "She's So
Unusual," still.

Communards
MCA Records
Communards · Jimmy Sommerville,
Richard Coles

by Kwadjo Boaitey
The distinct sound of the Communards lies in the vocal quality of Jimmy
Sommerville. Sommerville was the former lead singer of Bronski Beat. His
extremely high-pitched piercing sound
is the thrust of the Communards. It is

this quality which makes them unique.
Sommerville brought to Communards
a fast paced, upbeat, hyper sound from
his former band. The strongest songs
on the album are those that exhibit this
quality and are Bronski Beat-ish. Songs
like "Disenchanted," and the muchplayed, "Don't Leave Me This Way,"
typify the Bronski Beat sound. Their
style, sound and speed are analogous
with such songs as "Why" and "I Feel
Love" from the Bronski Beat.
The album is most definitely an ex per·
imental one. The band wishes to show
their talent and musical interests. "La
Dola Rosa" sounds like an opera,
"Reprise" is underscored by a piano
and cello which proves their ability to
play classical music, and "Loverman"
on side two, resembles the crisp, easy
style of songs from the 40's.
At times the album drags due to over
experimentation, but the Communards
definitely have talent and are a band to
watch for.

Yellowjackets
Shades
MCA Records
Yellowjackets: Russell Ferrante, Jimmy
Haslip, Ricky Lawson, Marc Russo
The Yellowjackets is one of those
catalystic groups that underscores the
rejuvenated idiom "jazz is alive and
well." From the outset, one notices the
strong bass and equally strong alto sax,
played by Marc Russo. The sax proves
to be the underlying theme which ties all
their songs harmoniously together.
"And You Know That," the first track
off the album, is marked by a fresh and

crisp quality synomously heard from
artist Jeff Lorber. Each song on the
album is strong and unique, emphasizing
a different quality or feeling, musically.
"One Family," typifies the elegant feeling
of Grover Washington Jr.
The Yellowjackets falsify the myth
that all jazz sounds alike. This group is
on the cutting edge of success, and it's
only a matter of time before they have
their piece of the pie.
by Kwadjo Boaitey

the Deadline
by Rico Brown
For those of you who have never
been to a Grateful Dead show and are
trying to decide whether or not you
want to go see them next time they're in
town, I'll let you in on the inside story.
First of all, the Dead are not a heavymetal band. Just because they have the
word "dead" in their name does not
mean that they sing about Satan, death
or hell. On the other hand, they're not a
country-western band, either, although
they do have a couple songs that fit that
description. There is not any real
category that the Dead can be fit into.
As concert promoter Bill Graham once
said, "They're not the best at what they
do; they're the only ones who do what
they do." Along those same lines there
is another quote which says, "There is
nothing like a Grateful Dead concert." I
don't know who the source of that
statement is, but it is correct.
The Grateful Dead in concert is a
very informal group. They dress very
casually- as a result, the fans feel
much more in touch with the group.
They don't come on strong with a lot of
blinding light and explosions. The Dead
play in a very laid-back setting which
allows them to be even more comfort·
able with themselves and their music .
That is not to say that they are boring;
The Dead are a lot more upbeat than
most people think . It is the electrifying
guitar of Jerry Garcia and the passionate
drums of Bill Kreutzmann and Mickey
Hart that prevents boredom. Garcia
taught himself guitar and since then has
developed his own unique style. The
drums of Kreutzmann and Hart are a
strong backbone of the music . The
drummers don't overpower one another
but rather accent each other instead
and keep a very rhythmic beat to the
music. Phil Lesh, the bass player,
accentuates their music with more than

............

just monotonous backbeat which is
what you get from most bass players.
The offbeat backup rythyms of guitarist
Bob Weir give the music a very different
sound which goes well with the keyboard
playing of Brent Mydland, the newest
and youngest member of the band. He
adds a zesty flavor to the music of the
Dead. The six members of the band all
have various musical influences which
have come together in a unique form of
music. This resulted in a very tight
bond between the band and their fans
who are the most loyal group of fans
music history. Dead concerts are on
the average, two and a half hours
and always include music from their
span of over 20 years in rock 'n' roll.
There is always something for everyone
at a Dead show - slow sonqs, fast
songs, sad songs or fun songs. The first
step is going to a Dead show and joining
in the biggest family in rock 'n' roll.

ble Heroes" and the title cut deal with
topics like manipulation, depression,
and drugs. Much of the music on this
album reeks of a "haunted house" type
of sound, heavily bass-oriented and
very thick guitar. A surface examination of the band would lead an uneducated listener screwed-up alcoholics, but
that type of bias is wholly ignorant. The
Master album seems to have been
tinged by a commercial-type sound("Welcome Home,"e.g.) . True, this is the
album that catapulted them to worldwide success, and it is a damn good
effort. But, to me, it is not the album
that made them the great band they
are.

by Sam Greco
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Metal/ica - Master of Puppets
When Metallica released Kill 'Em All,

their first album, many listeners of heavy
metal recognized it as an outstanding
achievement . The release of their second album Ride the Lightning not only
surpassed the previous album musically , but was (and still is) viewed as the
album which future metal albums are to
be judged by.
Speed-metal is an appropriate name
for their music, a new style of metal also
heard in the music of Raven, Anthrax,
and Megadeth. This music is said to be
a combination of heavy metal and hardcore punk rock, which is a reasonable
inference to make. Metallica's music,
also termed thrash metal, is currently
becoming immensely popular worldwide . On a much less positive note,
however, Metallica's bassist Cliff Burton was killed September 27 in a freak
accident while the band was heading for
a concert in their tour bus. Fortunately,
rock's new premier metal band has not
split up. Instead, they are on the
second leg of their "Damage, Inc." tour
of America. The first leg of their tour
was the opening act for Ozzy, which
made stops in Rochester and Buffalo
this past April.
Master of Puppets, which sounds
similar to the Ride the Lightning, is
unfortunately not their best album.
However, it is a respectable piece of
work. Songs like "Battery", "Disposa-
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Megatrends
Blind Eagle
"Why am I here?" It does not take a
fool to ask that question, or a philosopher to answer it, but with all of the
whos-whats-wheres-whys-andhows that a Geneseo student must ask,
this particular question must be answered. If the "here" that one questions is
S.U.N.Y. Geneseo, a good student will
always look far into a question of such
scope. An answer to this question can

:!! P.0.New
Box 326, Geneseo, {t
York 14454
{t

{l

come from speaking with faculty, career
and counseling services, parents and
friends, but I have found an answer in
John Naisbitts Megatrends . I first read
Megatrends for open discussion in Dr.
Scavilla's Social Change course and
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MEGATRENDS cont'd.
from Pg. 28
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became quite interested in the book,
which deals with changing trends in
America. In today's society of complexity and size, it seems that we have given
up on the attempts at mass-change of
our '60's hippie era and would rather
ride trends, which is a big trend in itself.
Naisbitt elaborates on what trends really
are at the beginning of the book, while
the rest is taken up with 10 high-impact
Megatrends that affect our nation.
Megatrends was a 60-week smash on
the New York Times bestseller list
because of its predictions of America's
future. Naisbitt's predictions continue
to stare us in the face as cold reality four
years after its first printing in 1982.
Naisbitt's information is still relavant
today because it is research gathered
from news the world over and presented so we may see the future with it.
The trends indicated by current news
and Naisbitts book have shown startling
facts, particularly one trend, which
answers part of the Geneseo question,
"Why am I here?" is that business and
the system in general need liberal arts
students! The Geneseo business school
is doubtless enjoying the liberal arts
reputation established at Geneseo and
several chapters of Mega trends will tell
you why. Naisbitt also points out that it
has been too long since our culture has
produced innovations in the fine arts
and tells us that literature is black and
white compared to visual arts that are a
century ahead. For the creative and
ambitious mind, a school with the fine arts
facilities and faculty of Geneseo, we should
be a cultural launch-pad. Projections of
this type are scattered throughout the
book for other Geneseo specialties as
Naisbitt sees the liberal arts major as
more than an asset to society. According
to Megatrends, our country needs a
holistic approach to education more than
a specialized one as it seems that human
abilities like creativity, communication,
and independent thought are America's
first priorities again.
If the rise in academic standards has
you down on the news, pick up Mega·
trends at the school bookstore, Sundance Books, or borrow a copy from a
student soon. As the Tampa TribuneTimes puts it: "Almost everyone can
find within the covers of Megatrends
something, in Bacon's words, 'to chew
and digest". The other information
in Megatrends may still startle any
reader. For instance:

oNaisbitt forsees that the managerial
heirarchies which gave this nation its
industrial leader in the SO's; 60's and
early 70's, must change to a style more
like the Japanese, which was, ironically,
an American creation that is now surpassing
us.
oThrough our high-information society, we can reach nearly anybody on
Earth in less than 4 person-to-person
interactions.
oOur nation currently has a large gap
between the tech-nological information
available and practical knowlege.
oLatin American countries are becoming new leaders in economic growth
over the U.S. because of oil exports and
new industries. "But this is like a new
champion in a declining sport," according to Naisbitt.
Mega-trends is no longer new inforation, but it still has much that is valid as
a predictor and answers many national
riddles. The main idea behind Megatrends is that we can predict a great
deal from our news media if we are
careful about noting trends over a period
of time. Of course we cannot believe all
that we see, hear and read, but to know
where we are going is the function of
hearing and seeing, so we should make
sensible use of a book like Megatrends
to show us how to predict where we are
going. Many businesses and organizations either made the trends Naisbitt
describes or rode his predicted events
to fortune. Self-fulfilling prophecy, you
say? Perhaps, to a cynical hindsighter,
but to the average person like you and I
the book is an important learning tool,
but not a final solution. I do not want to
scare anyone, particularly Geneseo students with something that sounds like a
book to read, but if you happen to pick
one up, make sure it's Megatrends, it
may help you answer "Why am I here?"
and "Where am I

CREATIVE cont'd.
from Pg. 25
"John, I saw something outside,
moving around," she said, with a sense
of urgency in her voice that surprised
her husband.
It's probably an animal, a deer or
something," John replied. "What's the
problem?"
"I don't know, it makes me uneasy,
that's all," she said, walking to the doors
and putting her face to the glass. "In the
city, something prowling around was
something to worry about, remember?"
I'll take a quick look around," John
said, rising. "We might as well find out
what sort of neighbors we have."
Claire heard him get his coat and
head into the kitchen, then a harsh
intake of breath. She moved quickly
through the room, and came to a dead
halt in the doorway.
Pressed against a window, light reflecting off the sagging yellow skin, was the
face of the oldest man she had ever
seen.
"Sorry if I startled you folks," said a
voice like tree branches scraping a roof.
"I heard I had new neighbors, thought
I'd come by and say hello."
John opened the screen door and
ushered their visitor in. He was short
and stooped, and when he held out his
hand, the bones were clearly visible
inside it. John shook his hand briefly,
and Claire busied herself so she wouldn't
have to touch it.
"I'm Silas McKendrick," the ancient
man said, flashing a smile that brought
to mind the grin of a skull. "I own the
farm down the road."
"Yes we've seen your place," John
said, trying to sound cheerful. "It's
beautiful."
"It treats me well," Silas said.
"Providing I do the same for it."
"How long---?" Claire began. McKendrick fixed her with what she'd have
sworn was an appraising look.
"Forty years now, ma'am," he said,
quietly. He said nothing else.
"Would you care for some coffee?"
she asked, hoping he'd refuse.
"Thank you, I would," the old man
said.
They were seated across from McKendrick in the living room, making small
talk about where they'd come from, and
why they left.
"Lots of folks come up here to get
away. Especially in the summer," Silas
said, in a tone that suggested he didn't
entirely approve of this.

CREATIVE cont'd.
from Pg. 29
"You get many tourists here?" John
asked.
"Oh, yes, our share. We get our
share. But they don't stay long--they
get their fill of the fishing and hiking and
we get our fill of them."
"It's such a lovely area," Claire interjected. "People must come back year
after year. Do you get many repeaters,
Mr. McKendrick?"
A sour look crossed the old man's
face. "Yes, ma'am. Someof'emrepeat
a little too damn much."
An uncomfortable silence settled on
the three of them, broken by John out
of desperation. "So what do you raise,
Mr. McKendrick?"
The old man shrugged, and Claire
almost expected to hear his bones
crack. "Corn, mostly. Been growing
corn in the north fields for fifteen years.
Onions in the south fields, for, oh,
twenty, I guess."
"Aren't you supposed to--1 mean,
don't farmers usually rotate their
crops?" John was no farmer, but he'd
heard that much .
Silas flashed that grin again. "No,
son, I don't do that. Don't have to.
People who originally farmed this land
never did, you know. Around here, we
figure the old ways are the best ways ."
Not sure of how much of a gaffe he'd
committed, John changed the subject.
"What about livestock? Cows? Chickens?"
McKendrick's face folded like old
parchment into that same look of disgust that had been on the supermarket
attendant's features. "No, we don't
keep animals around here. Bad for the
crops, bad for the people , I think. Only
reason to raise animals is to eat 'em,
and that ruins the cycle."
Claire was tempted to ask what he
meant by "the cycle," but she didn't.
Something inside her mind was clamoring, urging her to get the old man out of
her house , now. There was something
feral in his eyes when he looked at her,
and for the first time in her life she felt
repelled by another human being. She
would be courteous, and say that they
must get together again, but she knew
she would never extend an invitation.
If McKendrick sensed the feelings he
provoked, he didn't show it. He simply
smiled, thanked her warmly for the
coffee , and explained to John that there
were still chores to do , and he'd stayed
too long already . John made the expected comments about how nice it had

been to have him, and Claire somehow
managed to echo them.
"You'll have to come by again sometime," John said, shaking the claw
McKendrick extended .
Silas nodded, ever so slowly. "Matter
of fact, I was wondering if you folks
were busy tomorrow night."
John didn't catch the look in his
wife's eye. "No, I don't think we have
plans."
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McKendrick looked at him in silence
for a moment, as if making a decision.
"I'd like for you to meet my son, Tim."
"We'd be glad to," John assured him
while Claire ran over excuses
could use to get out of it.
"Fine, fine," Silas said, as the screen
door banged behind him. Without so
much as a glance back at them, he
walked across the yard and down the

road.
When he was out of sight, Claire
turned to her husband. "How could
you invite him back here?"
"Honey, he's the first neighbor we've
met.
. , We can't start out by alienating
h1m.
Claire wrapped her arms about herself and headed for the warmth of the
fire. "There's something I don't like
about him. The way he looks at me .. ."
John chuckled. "Well, I think he's a
little old for that, but if it really bothers
you, after tomorrow night we won't see
him again. Okay?"
Claire made her first trip into town
the next day. The townspeople - from Reverend Callister to AI Martin at
the gas station to Aggie Hayes at the
post office-- seemed to go out of
their way to greet her. But when she
stopped to chat, they withdrew, as if
making conversation hadn't been their
intention. They listened patiently while
she talked about improvements they
planned for the house, but didn't seem
very interested. They seemed almost
eager for her to be on her way, so finally
she gave up.
She was unpacking the groceries
when the phone rang. It would be Mom
checking up, or one of John's brothers,
or maybe even that roofer calling back.
She picked up the receiver: "Hello?"
"This is Molly Taylor, Mrs .... Culver,
is it?"
"Yes, but who-- ?"
"I'm with the phone company, ma'am .
We're just calling to tell you that we're
doing some repairs on the lines, so you
won't have any service 'til tomorrow. I
hope that won't inconvenience you?"
No phone. No cantact with the rest
of the world. For the briefest instant,
the trees, her protectors, seemed to be
closing in. But she quickly banished the
and said coolly, "No, that will be
fme.
"Very well, thank you." Click.
Claire looked at the receiver, then set
it back on its cradle. That ended any
chance of a phone call helping her
escape from Mr. McKendrick and his
son , she thought grimly. It was going to
be a long night.
They finished off the split pea soup
and biscuits for dinner, then settled
uneasily into the living room to wait for
their guests. Seven o'clock came and
went, as did eight, and nothing. Outside,
the automatic lights John had spent the
afternoon installing came to life, seeming
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CREATIVE cont'd.
from Pg. 30
to cast more shadows than they cast
out. Nine o'clock-- Claire finished
reading Newsweek for the second time,
while John pushed at the logs to revive
the dying fire.
"I don't think they're coming," Claire
said wearily, but with definite relief in
her voice.
"You're probably right," John agreed.
"Those farmers all go to bed at six,
right?"
She managed a weak smile. "That's
how they end up with so many kids.
Why don't you lock up, honey?"
John tossed a final log into the flames,
and walked into the kitchen to set the
new lock. He'd been gone only a few
moments when Claire heard him quietly
call her name.
Something in the tone caught her,
something she'd never heard in John's
voice before. When she reached the
kitchen, he was standing at the screen
door, staring out into the night. His
hand was clenching the door, the
knuckles white from the tightness of his
grip.
"What is it?" Then she followed his
gaze, and saw. Silas McKendrick was
standing in the backyard, staring at the
house. Beside him was a tall, strapping
young man, with long, greasy black hair
that fell into his eyes. On his belt was a
hunting knife in its sheath, and he too
watched the house silently.
Silence.
"Something wrong, Mr. McKendrick?" John said to the figures in the
spotlight.
Silas shook his head. "No, son,
everything's just fine ."
"Would you like to come in, then?"
"No, thanks. I'll just stay here and
wait. They'll be along soon."
Claire pulled John away from the
door. "John, who's he talking about?
What are they just . . .standing there
for?"
John swallowed, hard. "I don't know,
Claire. Maybe he's a little crazy or
something. I think it would be a good
idea if we called the police, just in case."
Claire was halfway to the phone
when she remembered. "John, the
service is out! They called me today--repairs on the lines!"
John turned, his voice much calmer
than his expression. "Okay, honey,
don't worry. I'll handle it."
He moved quickly back to the screen
door. Silas and his son had not moved.
"Mr. McKendrick, if you don't want

to come in, well, it's been a long day.
Claire and I would like to get some
sleep."
Silas merely nodded. "That's fine.
They'll be along soon."
John took a few steps back into the
kitchen and shut the door, then locked
it. It had been too cold to open the
windows, so they would still be locked,
he knew. He jogged through the living
room and bolted the front door.
"John!"
Claire was at the kitchen window. In
the yard, Reverend Callister, AI Martin,
and Nora Blandford were standing beside the McKendricks. As John and
Claire watched, they were joined by
others, coming out of the woods, people
that didn't look familiar. They stood in
rows and stared, as more and more
drifted into the group. Finally, Molly
Taylor appeared beside the Reverend,
and then the arrivals stopped.
John went to the back door and
shouted through the window. "What
do you people want?"
No answer. The group was now
moving nearer the house, and John saw
a few break off and move toward the
side yards. He pushed Claire into the
living room, and pulled a knife from the
rack as he went back into the kitchen.
The group was at the door now, crowding on the back steps.
"The police are on their way!" John
yelled. "What is it you want?"
Reverend Callister beamed. "No
police, Mr. Culver. The phones are out.
Right, Miss Taylor?" John saw a little
silver head nod happily.
"Let us in, Mr. Culver. There's no
need for trouble. We're sort of. . .the
Welcome Wagon!" John didn't know
who this voice belonged to, and he
didn't care. The crowd had now moved
out of the pool of light cast by the
outdoor lamps, and so stood like some
dark, formless mass before the door.
John felt his palms sweating, and wiped
the knife hand dry on his jeans, then
fingered the weapon nervously.
He heard the sound of breaking glass
and Claire's scream at the same instant.
Somebody in the side yard had gotten
impatient and sent a fist through the
window, and now was groping for the
latch to unlock it. John saw the whole
scene in a split second: his wife looking
frantically for something to strike the
intruder with, the bloodied hand reaching for the lock, red rivulets running
down the shards of glass that remained
in the sill. He was past thinking, he
reacted, swinging the cleaver wildly at
the broken window, feeling it sink deeply

into the flesh of the man's arm, hearing
the scream, watching the blood spurt
onto the shattered fragments of glass
that littered the floor. With a curse he
tore the knife from the wound it had
made, and watched as the arm withdrew
into the darkness.
John looked down at the knife dripping
red as if it was held by someone else.
Claire was standing beside him, the
fireplace poker in her hand, trying not
to tremble. John felt sick, but fought it
down and turned for the kitchen.
"Watch the window," he said, quietly.
"If someone else tries that, hit them."
Somewhere outside the man John had
gashed was moaning.
The crowd now cut off all light through
the tiny pane of glass on the door . John
saw a rippling effect pass through the
shadows, then heard the door creak as
the full weight of the crowd surged
against it. A few moments later, there
came a cracking sound as the wood
began to give.
Claire heard this, but couldn't afford
to look away from the windows. She
had doused the lights in the living room,
so those outside couldn't tell where in
the room she was . After a few minutes,
a hand reached tentatively through the
broken window, and Claire shut off the
storm in her mind and brought the
poker down, hard. She struck the back
of the hand squarely, driving it into a
piece of glass that stood like a dagger in
the bottom of the window. The force of
the blow snapped it free, and the hand,
and its screaming owner, disappeared.
She paused to catch her breath and
wipe the burning sweat out of her eyes.
For that instant, she was blinded---and
so could only hear the windows being
smashed in.
The crowd in the backyard had decided to be practical, and allowed one of
their number with an axe to work on the
door. John had shoved a chair underneath the knob, and now could do
nothing but watch as the door was
neatly split in two. He knew from the
sound of glass breaking that they were
coming in the other way---but it no
longer mattered.
The crowd was now in the kitchen,
two or three in the back tending to their
wounded. Hands coarsened by farming
held John and Claire against the counter, their weapons lying impotently on
the floor. They looked defiantly into the
eyes of Silas and Reverend Callister,
but there were no words to say. Behind
cont.'d on Pg. 33

Survival
by Waithera Kinuthia
From inside the house, I observe him
Jean his bicycle against the fencing.
Although the bicycle is firmly placed
against the fence, he takes the precau·
tion of releasing the attached metal
stand and repositions the bicycle, such
that it is supported by both the fence
and the stand . He straightens up
as he reaches in his trouser pocket for
his snuff box. Very carefully, so as not
to spill any of the tobacco, he opens the
box and takes a pinch using his right
thumb and index finger . He places both
fingers on his nostril and inhales deeply.
Swiftly, he wipes both fingers on a
brown handkerchief( which could use a
wash), and uses it to cover his mouth as
he lets out three loud consecutive sneez·
es. After gently wiping off some stray

tobacco from his face, he folds the
handkerchief and puts it back into his
pocket. He seems to be in no hurry.
Looking up towards the sky at the
sun to determine the time, he quickly
shields his face from the merciless glare.
He shakes his head sadly and thought·
fully walks toward the house. The dry
months have exceeded their duration
and the short rains are overdue. The
fierce sun signifies bad days ahead and
the crops are already shrivelling from its
effects. Things are getting worse, he
thinks and he comes to an abrupt stop.
He tu;ns around and walks back to his
bicycle. He unties the straps off the can
on the back and carefully replaces them
as he picks up the can. Impulsively, he
bends forward to feel the wheels of the
bike and check the pressure. Pleased,
he walks back towards the house with
the can in his left hand.
His black rubber boots are
covered with mud and they depict a
man who has been hard at work. His

clothes are tattered and badly need
cleaning. His hat, which was once a
pale yellow color, looks brown with age.
He looks dirty, weary, and hungry. At
the door, he scrapes some of the mud
off the soles of his boots and takes off
his hat. His face is creased with wrink·
les; between the folds of the skin is a
mixture of sweat and dirt. He uncon·
sciously uses the back of his hand to
wipe his forehead. He offers me his
hand in greeting; I reluctantly extend
mine. I can feel his calloused palm as he
zealously shakes my hand. He is very
strong for a sixty-five year old man.
When he releases my hand, it is cov·
ered with dirt and I stealthily wipe it on
the side of my skirt while he chooses a
seat. The seat is warm because the cat
lay on it all afternoon. I can tell he likes
it by the contented look on his face. He
cozily positions himself and waits.
He has placed the can on the floor
beside his feet. The cat strolls over and
curiously sniffs around it. Suddenly,
the old man kicks the cat violently and
sends it flying across the room The cat
stares at him in contempt and escapes
to the kitchen. He resents cats; his love
is for dogs. He has two of them .
Fidgeting impatiently on his chair, he
waits for me to come back with nourish·
ment for him and his dogs, the reason
why he is here. I walk over to him with a
mug of steaming gruel in one hand and a
can full of dog food in the other. He
grabs the can and and puts it on his lap,
ready to examine its contents. Uncover·
ing the can, he surveys the quantity
with a nod. He lifts the can to his face
and sniffs, smelling the freshness of the
contents. Satisfied, he replaces the
cover and puts the can on the floor
beside his feet.
He hands me the empty can, accept·
ing the mug of gruel with both his hands
and taking a long, loud sip. After that,
he is careful to drink and swallow
because he wants to feel the effect in his
empty stomach.
This is a true story of a man I once
knew who was deaf and dumb. His
wife, who passed away after a long
battle with breast cancer, spoke for
him and was always there when he
needed someone. But he is now on his
own and has the obligation of taking
care of and feeding his sons. To fulfill
this obligation, he uses his dogs as a
means of obtaining food which he feeds
to his sons. As dreadful as this way of
life may seem, a lot of hungry povertystricken people around the world go
through it everyday.
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CREATIVE cont'd.

from Pg. 31

the two men, Nora Blanford and Molly
Taylor stood flanking Tim McKendrick,
who surveyed the scene with dull eyes.
"Has to be this way, folks," Silas
rasped. "We don't have a choice."
"But you can be sure it's for a good
cause," the Reverend added.
John choked on the bile in his throat,
and couldn't get out the words he
wanted to say. Silas nodded, knowing
what the question would be.
"I told you the old ways are the best
ways, son," Silas began. "There's a
cycle to these things: man comes from
the earth, works it, and has to go back
to it. In between, some folks have to
serve the earth, to keep things going
right. That's what you're doing.
"People out there are living all wrong,
boy. Eating animals, pouring chemical
fertilizers all over creation, then complaining about bad crops. They're ignoring
the bond between man and the earth,
don't you see?"
The look in John's eyes showed that
he didn't.
"It's real simple, "Silas continued.
"The earth feeds man, gives him his
crop. So man's gotta feed the earth.
You don't have to rotate crops, or
spray for bugs all the time, just keep up
your end of the bargain. Best fertilizer
in the world is right in this room, in all of
us. What gives life to man gives life to
the earth, too."
Claire shook her head violently, aware
now of what they meant, and fighting
the quiet sincerity in their eyes.
"Strangers pass through here from
the quiet, and we give it to 'em. Then
we take their life's blood and put it in the
fields, in the gardens, to keep our part
of the bond. Everything grows high,
everybody gets by, as long as the cycle
is kept pure."
"Is that what our .. .'gardens' are out
there?" John asked, the quiet tones of
shock in his voice. "The bodies of
people you've---?"
"No, of course not!" Silas snapped.
"Those are just some town folk who
didn't like the old ways. We can't use
our own for the fields, that'd be corrupting, that's why we need folks like you."
"We're a farming community, Mr.
Culiver," Nora chimed. "We don't
believe in waste."
Silas smiled thinly. "Everybody in
town helps with the bleeding. Then
they all get a bit of you to take home and
salt down till harvest time. We're not all

of us so young, we need health and
strength to get our crops in and out.
When we take part of you into us, well
then, we get a little bit of your spirit
along with it. That's the way it's been
done here for hundreds of years, son,
and it works. No reason to change
now."
John and Claire felt the grip on their
arms tighten, even as the meaning of
the old man's words tightened around
their minds. The crowd parted a little to
let Tim pass through, his right hand
unstrapping the hunting knife from its
sheath. His face showed no emotion, as
if this was simply another chore to be
done .
"Now don't you folks worry none,"
Silas said. "Tim here used to work in
the stockyards in Chicago. He knows
how to make it real quick."
John saw a hand grab Claire's hair
and yank her head back, exposing the
gentle curve of her throat. She didn't
even have time to scream before the
knife flashed and the women moved up
to start collecting the blood.
"Remember the agreement, Silas,"
Nora Blanford said, a little petulantly.
"Everybody gets a little piece."
John screamed then, and kept screaming until they were ready to start on
him.
When they were finished, and the
floors and walls were scrubbed clean,
the crowd dispersed. One by one they
walked down the road, each carrying a
little bundle wrapped in brown paper.
Only Silas remained for a moment, to
take care of his final duty. Aged hands
pushed aside rotten tree branches and
useless wood, and emerged with a "For
Sale" sign. With a sigh, he planted it in
the ground in front of the house, and
headed for home.

OFF-CAMPUS cont'd.
from Pg. 9

Loco Parentis, the school was able to
inspect off-campus student housing,
and if the school did not feel an apartment was adequate they would not let
students reside there. The 60's, as we
know from history, was a time of student
rebellion, and re-evaluation of student
rights. The decade marked the change
in the drinking age to 18, the voting age
to 18, and disapproval of the Vietnam
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War was evident. It was during this
time that In Loco Parentis was abolished.
The students felt they had their rights
and did not wish the Administration to
represent their parents.
Satryb feels the student complaints
are minimal and only a minority of
students have any real problems. He
feels the majority of landlords are sincerely interested in appeasing the students . "Exceptional cases seem to be
the ones that come to my attention," he
says. Due to the low frequency of
complaints brought to his attention
Satryb feels that there is no real problem
in regards to off-campus housing.

"Most definitely there is a problem
with off-campus housing," states Dr.
Richard Hatheway, mayor of the village
of Geneseo. Hatheway states three
major problems with the issue of offcampus housing. First, he says he is
receiving pressure from students who
wish to live in the village, close to
school. The problem with this, he says,
is that "there are not enough houses
available."
Secondly, he marks the quality of the
houses a problem. "Some of the conditions are sub-standard," he states.
Hatheway goes on to say that in some
instances too many people are living in
a small area, and there are poor sanitary
facilities and inadequate ventilation.
Thirdly, the behavior of some students
is a problem. Living away from a
controlled environment, some exhibit
behavior inappropriate for a familyoriented neighborhood. "The family
character of the village is being compromised," says Hatheway.
Hatheway states, "the town only hears
of the extremes, and although it involves
cont.'d on Pg. 35

OFF-CAMPUS cont'd.
from Pg. 33
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t

a small amount of people, the problem
is a big one."
The mayor says the town is looking
for ways to better the scenario; a proposal called Certificate of Rental Occupancy. "All people who wish to rent
apartments will have to apply for a
certificate of rental occupancy before
they can rent," he states. The requirement would mean inspection by the
town inspector. If the apartment did
not meet minimal housing standards
one would not be permitted to reside
there. If the Certificate of Rental Occupancy is adopted, over half of the off·
campus houses in Geneseo would not
comply. This would force hundreds of
students to seek housing back on campus, significantly increasing the on-cam·
pus student population. The town also
wishes to designate certain places in the
village as single-family residences only.
These houses would be tract and subdivision housing.
The mayor says the town is looking
for ways to better the scenario .
Hatheway says the town is looking into
a proposal called Certificate of Rental
Occupancy. "All people who wish to
rent apartments will have to apply for a
certificate of rental occupancy before
they can rent," he states. The requirement would mean inspection by the
town inspector. If the apartment did
not meet minimal housing standards
one would not be permitted to reside
there. If the Certificate of Rental
Occcupancy is adopted, over half of the
off-campus houses in Geneseo would
not comply. This would force hundreds
of students to seek housing back on
campus, significantly increasing the oncampus student population.
The town also wishes to designate
certain places in the village as singlefamily residences only. These houses
would be tract and subdivision housing.
They would attempt to address behavior problems by making landlords re·

sponsible for the behavior problems to
their tenants.
Lastly, Hatheway wishes to converse
with groups and try to make each side
see the other's point of view. "Similar
situations are being faced in all other
universities," he says. Hatheway stated
that a conference will be held in
Syracuse, which delegates from Geneseo be attending. The conference v.:ili
be sponsored by New York State Cor.
ference of Mayors, and it will addresi'

this very problem of off campus housing.
"Safety is a major concern as well as
preservation of the neighborhood,"
states Hatheway.
Hatheway says the town only acts
upon written complaints brought by the
student or his parent. He says he will
work with any students through the
local laws of the village and if satisfaction is not received he will suggest
alternatives.
Hatheway states, "the economics in
terms of housing alone is around
$1,500,000, and that's a really big
business."
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Thank Heaven For: ...
-Debbie "Angel" Bader- she wrestled many hours with a demon named
"typesetter."
- Mr. Tom Matthews- who made Genesis possible ...
- The College Union Staff - a show of divine patience.
- Mr. Larry McAteer - Bringing an early Christmas to Our Times supply
drawer.
- The Lamron - if we owned the Garden of Eden and the Lamron office, we'd rent the Garden and live in the office with the Lamron people.
- Central Council- and the crusade against our "red tape."
- Melissa Heers - she "showed us the way" ... to advertise!
- Tim McAteer - who shed his light of creation for a brief time. Come
back soon!!!
- Dr. James McNally- who gave us a little Christmas cheer!
- Dr. Donald Innis - our only works contributor "from above" - the faculty
level.
Dr. James Allen- our guardian angel, for his insight and guidance.
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Contributor's Form
If you are interested in contributing material to "Our Time" for the Spring '87 issue, fill out this form, staple
or paper-clip it to your work, and send it to us.

Title of work*
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Campus address
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Major
Hometown

* Titles and names can be anything at all, as long as they are printable.
Contributions MUST be typed and stapled, and all, except poetry, are subject to alterations at the
editor's discretion. For literary materials, please do not submit originals; copies only! Original artwork or
photography, preferably in black & white, is acceptable but is subject to reduction or enlargement. The
following mediums are suggested: ink drawings, charcoal, pastel, acrylic or oils. Before submitting any art
or photography larger than 7 1/2 x 10, call Sarah Storer at 245-1658.
Mail your contribution(s) to: Our Time Magazine, C. U. Box 121, Geneseo, N.Y. 14454. If you have any
comments or questions concerning Our Time, or are interested in joining our staff, feel free to contact us at
the above address.

